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The near-death experience. 


HAM, FRANCE. After several weeks wandering the jolly good 
landscape of England, having spent nearly all the magazine's 
money on small chartered boat trips searching in vain for 

the "Isle of Ham", I sailed south by rail to this small town 
Slightly north of Paris, still in search of truffles. At 

the start of my quest, the good people of Hamburg, Arkansas, 

not only supplied me with a fine recipe for Frothing Pork 

Broth (see HAM #1), but also one of their number bequeathed 

to me his eldest porcine charge, Orville, who proved to be 

a most congenial traveling companion. Now Orville, as it 

will be seen, was not only my boon associate, but also served 

as a most excellent and intrepid truffle scout and excavator. 
Leaving the train station, we went straight to our hotel, the 
Hotel Incisor, I believe it translates, and after a brief but 
rude encounter with the hotel manager, the pig and I followed 

the bell-boy up to our rooms. Unfortunatly, all that was 
available for Orville was a hammock, strung between two enor- 
mous Chandeliers, which he had considerable difficulty getting 
used to, but in short order we both had naps, showered, and 
readied ourselves for subsequent truffle hunting and gathering. 
On the outskirts of the town, Orville's trusty snoul took us 

up one trail and down another for several hours. At one point 
the path led us beside still waters, where we stopped in a 

trice, or in short order, set a spell, and collected what was 
left of our wits about us. The spot yielded most spectacular 
Surroundings, and the earth proved as comfortable to the back- 
side as it was to the eye. After a lazy while, Orville stirred 
and presently got to his hooves and began rooting around in an 
ash pit, furtively nudging a piece of something black and root- 
like to the surface, then humbly grunting to himself, abandoned 
his find and went down to the sewer for a drink (I suppose). 
Perhaps it was my exhausted state, or my near desperation, but 
whatever, I slid off on all fours toward Orville's unclaimed 
prize. I'd never seen a european truffle before, or any truffle 
for that matter, and though the blackened trophy I held aloft 

to get a better light on it- smelled vaguely excrementitious, I 
suddenly bit down on the lump, breaking several teeth in the 
process. In retrospect, it contained a delicate and perfectly 
balanced sapidity, like chicken, but nutlike as well, fiberous 
and earthy. I had to venture in to Paris to visit a clinic and 
Oral surgeon suggested by an imminent doctor acquaintance of mine 
stateside, who had recently broken a twenty year vow against 
seeking the help of his own profession by having a nasty infected 
molar plucked from the jaws of defeat by his visiting Parisian 
doctor friend. I sat out an outbreak of stigmatas that apparently 
occured the world over in hospital, my mouth wrapped in a huge 
bandage. Orville appeared one day with a bundle filled with real 
truffles, to my delight, though I had to forego sampling them due 
to my condition. It seems that in my haste prior I'd attempted to 
munch a petrified dog end, left by a vagabond pooch some 10,000 
years ago. The relic is now enshrined at the National Museum, 
complete with my name and the date of its discovery. Orville and 
I then spent the remainder of my stay watching a scrubwoman swing 
by her foot from a rope outside my hospital room window. Bon Jour! 


Ringold Whorson, Gourmet 
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IT's THis DAD-BLASTED STIG. MATAS 
BLOod oN THE COLLAR! BLoob on THE 
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NEU) “LOGICLEAN” WILL CLEAN UP EVEN THE 
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WERE THERE 
ANd GET A RE 


the "Blaster" 
Beauscn © 
And they said it cout+dért be done! 
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Al Ackerman, 


HAM #2: 





shown during recent oral 


Die 


